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it seemed to be ready to catch them, throw them
up, and then, when they had fallen at its feet,
riotously trample on them. In the hot quivering
summer air it appeared to move, there was life
in its vast body. The woman became more
sinister, her cheek twitching, her hands moving;
they would be prevented from escaping and the
elephant would pursue them, trumpeting, within
the palings. The air was so close that it was
stifling.

She felt that in a moment she would be
hysterical.

c Quickly. I cannot endure it. It is horrible.
It is moving, cannot you see that it is moving? *

' Why, Judith------'

* No, no.    I must get out.    I cannot endure
it/

In a moment she would be laughing and
screaming. She ran out into the street.

They followed her, wondering what the matter
was.

' No. It is nothing. The heat was terrible.
And the elephant ... its trunk . . . And the
woman hated us. Could you not see? Of course,
she hated us/

They sat down at a little table on the boulevard
and ordered coffee. Judith was surprised to dis-
cover that she was trembling.

* But did you not feel it?    I cannot under-
stand why you did not.    The elephant was alive.
Oh yes, I know. . . . But it was alive. In another
moment . . *

She drank her coffee, feeling that she had been